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Is aging remarkably, in spite of his success
at the elections. I have spent three days
with his probable successor, Gladstone. I
find pleasure, always, in observing the vari-
eties of human nature. Here they are so
different from ours that one cannot under-
stand how it happens. Gladstone has seemed
to me to be, under certain aspects, a man
of genius, under others, a child. There are
elements in him of the child, the statesman,
and the madman. There were five or six
deans at his house, and every morning the
guests regaled themselves with a short prayer
in common. What seemed preferable to
everything was a sort of badly cooked bread,
which is.drawn from the oven at breakfast
time and which is not digested in a day.
Add to this the ale of Wales, which is cele-
brated. I suppose you have noticed that
the hair now should be reel. Nothing is
easier in this country. There has been no-
body here for a month. There is not a single
horse in Rotten Row. I like well enough a
large city in this lethargic state. I take ad-
vantage of it to see lions. I went yesterday
to the Crystal Palace and spent an hour look-er.you   are worth as much as
